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ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE following Pozm being the Production of a 
few leiſure Moments, if there ſhould be any Thing in 


it which may tend either to, amuſe or inſtru, the 
Author ſhall think himſelf amply gratified for the 


Pains he has been at in compoſing it. 


—— — 


THE 


*.. iS 45-6 


O DaRLING Maip! my only joy and pride 


With whom Juve loiter'd by the green-wood fide ; 


With whom, at eve, I've mark'd the lucid ſtream 


Reflect the filv'ry moon's erratic beam; 
Heard from the diſtant grove the dove complain, 
And Philomela's ſweet enchanting ſtrain : 
O Muſe! awake! reſume the pleaſing lyre, 
And with poetic warmth my breaſt inſpire ; 
B Let 


62) 
Let juſt conception ev'ry image rule, 
| Let Reaſon guide, and Nature be my ſchool ; 


Let ev'ry line with eaſe and judgment flow, 


Nor vainly ſoar too high, nor ſink too low. 


And you, O ***** the Muſes” early friend, 
To me the greateſt bleſſing heav'n could ſend, 
Whoſe pious heart ſhuns Vice's hideous fight, 


> r4- SA 155 WUD; 


Abhors her ſchemes, and brings her deeds to light ; : 


age 


Enforces Laws which check 1 my career, 


Y; 


And top her progreſs with the chain of fear : 


For ſome ow moments hear 4 bibiher's ſong, 


© 


Applaud when right, but gently probe when wrong; 


Yet know this buch, which nothing can controul, 


Fraternal Love is center'd in my ſoul; 


That 


11 
That ſacred love, which heav'n-born Niſus knew, 
I feel, and find, Euryalus, in you. 
Once has the Muſe a'ſerious ſubject try'd, 
To check vain, erring Man's tyrannic pride; 
Has painted Virtue ſtruggling with diſtreſs, 
With ſcarce a comfort, or a friend to bleſs; 
Has ſhown what happineſs from Goodneſs ſprings, 
What pleaſure ſelf-approving' Conſcience brings; 


What real-good from ſweet Religion flows, 
Beyond the reach of fickle Fortune's blows : 

Has ſung the Spring, with flow'ry. chaplets crown'd, 
Gay Summer, tripping oer th' enamell'd ground ; 
Autumnal ſtores, which deck the golden plain, 

And cheerleſs Winter, with his tyrant train. 

The filver lake, the cool recluſive grot, 


The charms of ſolitude, are now forgot; 
"Tis 


Fa 


"Tis all in vain;—a peaceful ſong like this, 


Where one applauds, a thouſand fools would hiſs ; 


The Bard who tries the preſent taſte to pleaſe, 
Muſt carefully avoid ſuch themes as theſe. 


How hard, alas! the placid poet's caſe ; 
How difficult to write without diſgrace ; 
Since tinſel levity now bears the ſway, 
And charms the ſapplings of the preſent day ; 
Since ſentiment, theſe ſenſeleſs blockheads ſwear, 
Is more terrific than a Ruſſian bear; 
Since Wiſdom now 1s fairly fled their doors, 


And Virtue and Morality turn'd ——<s. 


When lenitives on ſickneſs gain no ground, 


Some ſtronger applications muſt be found, 


"Tis 


3 
Tis raſh to trifle with a bad diſeaſe, 


"Tis raſh to write, more difficult to pleaſe. 


For once, my Muſe ſhall ſoar on ſatire's wing, 
And arm herſelf with Churchill's ſearching ſting ; 
He, dreaded Poet ! dauntleſs ſung the truth, 
Expos'd the vice of age as well as youth ; 


Dragg'd lurking Infamy to open light, 
And bar'd the boſom of the venom'd ſprite; 


To each deſerving villain gave a cord, 
Nor car'd a doit, for Jarvis* or my Lord ; 
I'll follow, Prince of Satire, then thy plan, 


And laſh, like thee, deſigning, crafty man. 


High ſeated on a throne of ſtate, 
In mimic majeſty ſedate, 


C —ͤ | 


* An appellation given to our hackney-coachmen, one of that name having 
been executed. 
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Vice held her court: A ſuppliant crowd 
Around their fav'rite goddeſs bow'd ; 


Exulting o'er the ſervile band, 

She roſe, and wav'd her ſkinny hand; 
From either eye, with conſcious roll, 
A thouſand diff rent glances ſtole, 
Each ſpoke the tenor of her mind, 


Form'd for the ruin of mankind. 


When thus the demon —“ All attend 
* To me, your votary and friend: 
Long have I ruld with ſov'reign pow'r, 
And gain'd freſh ſtrength each fleeting hour; 
“Both high and low ſupport my ſtate, 


And drive my rival from their gate; 


© She 


1 


She now 1s fled from ev ry part, 


ay 


c 


c 


* 


Nor e' er again ſhall rule the heart 


La, 


« VIRTUE !—the jade is now forgot; 


c 


a 


In ſome low hermitage, or cot, 


c 


* 


She milks her cows, and tends her ſheep, 


* 


And ſoothes her cares in balmy ſleep; 


© Roves peaceful by the filver ſtream, 


c 


* 


O'er which the pale moon ſheds her beam, 


c 


* 


Or ſteals along the ſilent glade 
With Meditation, fooliſh maid ! 


oY 
A 
5 


c 


N 


But far from me the rural ſcene, 


. 


* 


The ruby hearth, the platter clean, 


0 


* 


The ruſſet jug of nut-brown ale, 


£ 


* 


Inſpirer of the long- told tale: 


« 


* 


I joy to trail my robe at court, 
* I joy in ev'ry tippee“ ſport; J 
&© To ; 


* This word, in high life, is the term for any thing faſhionable, how fooliſh þ 
foever. The word /wadd/e means the contrary. 1 


1 
% To tread in meaſur d ſtep the dance, 
„ With all th' affected airs of France, 
To join at ombre, or quadrille, 
* And turn up baſto, or fpadille - 
* At theatres I take my ſtation, 


« With ev'ry mark of reputation, 


* 


c 


Screen my ſmug face behind my fan, 


c 


** 


And tremble at the creature man; 
« Weep at the ſcenes I never feel, 


* And joy to lounge the murd'ring ſteel. 


« Since then ſo long I've borne the bell, 


c 


* 


As all my conſtant friends can tell; 


* Since long triumphantly have reign'd, 


c 


** 


By you ſupported and ſuſtain'd, 


« think 


3 


& T think ſome gratitude is due 


* 


c 


c 


LA 


Three prizes therefore I oxdain, 
For thoſe who ſhall the beſt maintain 
Their ſtrict obſervance of my laws, 


N 


c 


La) 


c 


c 


* 


And have moſt nobly fought my cauſe : 
The firſt, a penſion, neat and clear, 


c 


* 


* 


c 


Of fourteen hundred pounds a year; 


A ſervice next, of lovely plate, 
Richly imboſs'd, of maſſy weight; 
“ The third, a coach with plated harneſs, 


& Without a blemiſh or a tarniſh !** 


c 


* 


A 


1 


She ceas'd—the aſſembly grinn'd delight, 
And each prepar'd to plead his right. 


Now 


To firm adherents, ſuch as you ; \ 


2 . . — 
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Now Envy, with her venom'd tongue, 


On all her baneful poiſon flung : 

Each breaſt now burn'd with ſtrong emotion, 
In expectation of promotion. 

At length the trumpet's ſounds proclaim 
The candidates muſt make their claim. 

The firſt, with waddling ſtep and ſlow, 
Approach'd the bar, and bowed low ; 

Puff d up with conſequence and lawn, 


Nor much unlike a roll of brawn j 


His right eye wink' d his great diſcerning, 


His left, proclaim'd his depth of learning: 


We do not mean to draw from hence, 
That Greek to Vice has no pretence, 


Or that the learned have no claim, 


O that would be—a monſtrous ſhame ! 


For 


3 
For ſure tis true, as fools are grinners, 
Great geniuſes are greateſt ſinners: 
With voice pedantic, round, and clear, 
He thus aſſail'd his darling's ear: 
« Dread Goddeſs! whom I long have ſerv'd, 


Nor ever from my duty ſwerv'd, 


c 


** 


But ev'ry hour have honourd you, 


c 


La) 


From fixteen, up to fixty-two, 


If you'll be kind, I firmly truſt 


c 


* 


% To prove that my pretenſion's juſt: 


c 


* 


Within the limits of a college, 


* 


c 


The grand receptacle of knowledge, 


c 


LA) 


I firſt began to own your power, 


0 


* 


And lov d you more and more each hour; 


c 


A 


Scorn'd regulation's golden rule, 


But dic'd, drank, w- - d, and play'd the fool 


c 


4 


2 


“Oft 


1 
ö 
| 
| 
| 
: 
' 


| 
; 
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« Oft burnt my ſquare cap, and my gown, 


% And took a roll to London town: 


Soon did I take my firſt degree, 

« Diſtinguiſh d by great A. and B. 

* Now ſecret ſins were my delight, 

« I turn'd out with the owl at night, 

* To plant the horn was now my plan; 
All thought me more a ſaint than man. 
No more at Jolly's* was I ſeen, 

“Nor launch'd the bowl upon the green; 


« But feign d great prudence and devotion, 


c 


"Till Art Magiſter was my portion; 


c 


* 


A ſmall addition to my ſcore, 


0 


** 


An artful ſycophant before: 


c 


** 


A living then was next my lot, 


[4 


* 


By cringing from my patron got; 


« then 


* A famous Porter-houſe in Oxferd, 


c 


* 


0 


c 


* 


c 


* 


* 


c 


ha) 


c 


* 


o 


* 


c 


* 


c 


cc 


c 


* 


cc 


NP 


c 


ey 


c 


_ Ws 


"= WW } 
I then robb'd ev'ry pauper's ſtye, 
And prov d myſelf and life a lie; 
Oppreſsd the poor, deceiv'd the great, 
And drove the beggar from my gate; : 
Treated my curate like a dog, 
And fed him as I did my hog. 
Soon after this, I do not joke ye, 
I was prefer'd to ibi quoque : * 
For this I kiſs d my patron's bum, 
And very near amaſs'd a plum; 
Taught his young honour hic, hec, hoc, 
A thorough chip of the old block ! 
And lead him, like a dancing bear, 


To Florence, Turin—heavn knows where 


E « Proteſted 


* Theſe words are uſed in the credentials of a Lambeth-dubbed D. D. 


Tibi quoque conferimus honorem, &c. 
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cc 


cc 
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cc 


«c 


* 


» 


c 


** 
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Proteſted he was vaſtly clever, 


And brought him back, as wiſe—as ever ; 


Saw him promoted a P. M. 


And then moſt ſtrenuouſly cry'd, hem!!! 


For this my diligence and care, 


I was—but theſe lawn ſleeves declare 


To whom are all my honours due ? 


To you, dear goddeſs, all to you; 


Had I deſpis'd your ſov reign will, 
A parſonage, hard by a nll 


Had been my lot; where far from noiſe, 


From pageantry and idle joys, 


I'd mark'd creation's works with wonder, 


And heard my Maker ſpeak in thunder ;* 


Prun'd all my flows with careful hand, 


And till'd my little ſpot of land; 


* Cxlo tonantem. credidimus Jovem regnare. 


Hos. 


“ Obſerv'd 


3 
e Obſerv'd what time the ſhow'rs deſcend, 


* And provd the paſtor and the friend; 


« Preach'd truth to all the ruſtic throng, 


c 


* 


And join'd their diatonic ſong.* : 


* 


C 


Such ſcenes are vain—in gilded ſtate 


c 


* 


I lie on down, and feed off plate; 
Make pamperd Luxury my god, 
* While vaſſals tremble at my nod; 
4 Break evry promiſe, ſcorn reſtraint, 
* And card on Sunday, like a ſaint. 
* Sometimes on charity I preach, 
** But never practice what I teach; 

« The 
* This may ſeem rather inconſiſtent in the mouth of the wicked man, but it i 


remarked, that however vicious a man may be, though he will not follow, he 
cannot help admiring virtue. 


Truth from his lips prevail'd with double ſway, 
And thoſe who came to ſcoff, remain'd to pray, GOLDSMITH, 


+ Leſt any one ſhould quibble on this line, I advertiſe them that it has no 
alluſion to the pious inventor of wool-carding, but to the infamous faſhion of 
playing at cards on the Lord's day.. 


1 
The profits of my ſermon ſhare, 


c 


* 


5 


c 


Churchwardens of the reſt take care; 


« My pious countrymen cajole, 


** 


c 


And make thee ſov'reign o'er my ſoul. 


* But the poor curate far from town, 


c 


* 


With fingers blue, and caſſock brown, 


* 


c 


Soon as his plain diſcourſe 1s done, 
* Haſtes home to nurſe his youngeſt ſon; 


c 


** 


The cradle rocks, che turnip pares, 


c 


* 


Watches the pot, and reads his pray'rs; 


6 Hears William tell of ancient Greece, 


** 


«* And eats his meal, poor wretch! in peace.“ 


He ſaid—with ſhouts the roof rebounds, 


Again the brazen trumpet ſounds. 


With 


* 'This paſſage is deſcriptive of a moſt excellent print of the Welch Curate, 


41 
With looks demure, and lanky hair, 
The next advancd to make his pray'r; 
Pure as a lamb he ſeem'd from ſin, 
A ſmall white band bedeck'd his chin; 


He roll'd his eyes with affectation, 
Then pour d forth this ejaculation: 


* 


«* Oh —ſiſter - ſiſter - ſiſter— Oh 
To me the greateſt bliſs below; 


0 


* 


0 


* 


Reform' d firſt by thy precious rules, 


c 


Lay 


I left my trade, to preach on ſtools ; 


c 


* 


Left picking pockets, breaking houſes, 


8 


9 


Left penny ſhaving, horning ſpouſes; 


La, 


c 


Left all the vanities below, 


c 


* 


To ſave ſouls from damnation—0Oh 


F 6 When 


6 
« When firſt I 'gan the godly trade, 


« A ſum by accident I made; 
© Attend, dear ſiſter, whilſt I tell 


« How this ſame accident befel. 


« A trumpeter, o'erpower'd with drink, 


Into an hay-loft chanc'd to link, 
* Where ſnoaring all the might he lay, 
„ Till Sunday uſher in the day; 
* I in the barn then took my ſtation, 


*« Attended by my congregation: 


Poor ſouls! it was a ſtormy day, 
Their hats and cloaks quite wringing lay; 
„ Fixd in my tub, drawn up by ropes, 


I then began my ſaintiſh tropes : 


« Firſt 


1 | 
1 


c 


* 


Firſt took my text —the people gaz d 
The trump ſhall ſound, the dead be rais d— 


c 


* 


* 


The trumpeter, who o'er my head 


Had liſten'd to the words I'd ſaid, 
Straight blew a blaſt—away flew all, 


c 


* 


0 


* 


c 


Lag 


In ſpite of Faith, both great and ſmall ; 


0 


5 


I cut the ropes too at the ſound, 


c 


** 


And tumbled ſouſe upon the ground. 


c 


* 


But thinking it would be unkind, 
To leave the cloaks and hats behind, 


c 


* 


c 


** 


I pack d them up in a great flurry, 


. 


* 


And croſs'd the country in a hurry; 


© Reſted contented with my fate, 


* 


0 


And barter'd them at ſecond rate. 
He ceasꝰd Vice ſmil'd, the trumpet ſounded, 


With claps the vaulted roof rebounded. 


With 


( 20: ) 

With confidential air and face, 
The next approach'd to plead his caſe ; 
Juſt like a wolf he ſeem' d, which prowls, 
And in the duſty deſart howls; 

Nature for once herſelf outran, 
Miſtook the brute, and call'd him man, 
A monſter, horrible and baſe, 


Hell rul'd his mind, and braſs his face ; 4 
A purple bag adornd his fide, 
O'er which the imps of hell preſide ; 


There take their place, there plot, contrive, 
And their infernal functions drive; 

To all a diff 'rent taſk's aſſign'd, 

How beſt to gull and fleece mankind: 


Some plan the rover, ſome the wr, 


Some form the quare-impedit, 


The 


N 23 2 8 2 4 0 0 


CW 3 
The guid-pro-quo, the fine-qua-non, 


The guid, the quodlibet, and ſo on; 
On ev'ry Stygian ſcheme they're bent, 


And on deſtruction quite intent. 
Now ſilence o'er the court prevail'd, 
When Belzebub the goddeſs hail'd : 


« O Parent, benefactreſs, friend! 


© Who many a ſix-and-eight-pence ſend ; . 


c 


« 


Soon as my infant tongue could prattle, 


c 


* 


Inſpir'd by thee, I burnt my rattle ; 


c 


* 


At twelve, tow'rds thee I got more bold: 


e When manhood came, I then began 
« To rob and pilfer eaſy man. 


G 


Could ſwear and drink at ten years old, 


c 
& At 


c 


a 


* 


c 


c 


* 


ce 


cc 


cc 


cc 


cc 


0 


** 


** 


0 


( 


+a » | 
A * An appellation given tO pettyfoggar? clerks. 


(808 


At firſt a Catchpole, clever, ſmartt. 
With not one feeling at my heart, 


Mankind's misfortunes were my game, 
To wound the wretched "ite $::195 80 bo 


From me no lenity:was ſhown, L weld 


"OG e — 22 ds So als - * — 1 


Deaf to the heatt#elt figh/and groan ; . 


With joy to gaol I dragg'd my prey, 


And thro their moſes made them RAF. 0 


From following this, goodly trade, us od n 
A keen Pendra gon A L was made; Daf ym en noo2 2 
Bound to a pettyfogging prince, Nd Baigil = 
A better rogue 1 [ ne'er knew linge; WI blyoJ * 
For five long years Lſerx — views 36. » 


And at the end came off victoriopus V * 
An adept quite in Jacob Dic, Mig bas dos of n 
And up to ev'ry knaviſh trick, 


« Had 


« 


* 


c 


( 


* 


c 


* 


cc 


c 


A 


c 


La, 


CW: 3 


Had Cunningham and Burn by heart, 
And perfect in the ſcoundrel's part. 


« Now long I've traded for myſelf, 
And glory'd in ill gotten pelt; 
Have worſhipp'd you theſe forty years, 


A fortune won, but loſt - my ears; 
For that I neither fret not ſo - 
Screen'd fully by the ſnug brown-bob, 
"Tis no diſcredit to be known, 
For legal crops are all the ton; 
Brothers are found in ev ry ſtation; - © 
What rogue regards his reputationn?nn 
Thro' me; the Widow's tears are ſhed; -- + 
Thro dme, the poor man cries for bread ;—: © - © 
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« 'Thro' 


( 24 ) 

* 'Thro' me, are families o'erthrown, 
And left their loſt eſtates to ban: 
] joy in dirty, low fineſſe, 

And glory when J moſt diſtreſs. 
When in the cell the felons lie, 


* Expecting for their crimes to die, 


c 


** 


. 


A 


] take advantage of their caſe, 

* And joyfully their cauſe embrace; 

* Pretend, thro knowledge of the law, 

« To get them off—to find a flaw— 

« Or, thro' my intereſt in the nation, 

The judge ſhall ſentence tranſportation ; 

I take their all—the ideots fling— 

Then ſee the bubbled culprits—ſwing.” 
He ſpoke—three times the trumpet ſounded, 


Three times with ſhouts the roof rebounded. 


Now 


1 
No near the bar, in ſolemn ſkate, 
Approach a ſcientific pate; 
His phiz a powder'd bag-wig grac d, 
The peak between his eye-brows plac'd, 
Which overhung each humid beam, 
Like weeping willows o'er a ſtream : 


Propp'd on an amber-headed cane, 


Which ſometimes aids the pond'ring brain, 


He hem'd !—then gave his chin a ſtroke, 


And thus the liſt ning dame beſpoke: 


Long in a vain pretender's ſhop, 
I falves prepar'd, and mix'd up flop ; 
Drew rotten ſtumps with all my force, 


e And bail d to jelly many a corſe ; 


H 


« Help'd 


0 


** 


c 


** 


cc 


c 


La 


cc 


6c 


cc 


* 


c 


19 


Help'd carefully to join each part, 


Till all the ſkeleton was ſmart : 


Attended patients pinch'd with gripes, 


And clapp d hot trenchers to their tripes. * 


Soon of this grov'ling buſineſs 


To bright preferment I aſpir'd; 


tir d, 


Tis impudence that baffles merit, 


The world was made for lads of ſpirit, 


Tis confidence, with little knowledge, 


That puzzles een Phyſician's college: 


Now all my plans diſcreetly laid, 


J inſtantly began my trade; 


J travers'd evry country town, 


And for each packet took a crown; 


« Bubbled 


* Preſident. Pray Doctor how do you treat patients afflicted with the gripes ? 
Doctor Laſt. I Claps a hot trencher to their guts. 


All. Embrocation! embrocation ! 


Feate's Devil upon two Sticks, 


1 


c 


* 


Bubbled the common country folks, 


. 


* 


Who roar'd at my jack-pudding s jokes, 


* 


0 


Swallow'd the curious gilded pill, 


* 


c 


The remedy for evry ill. 


The better ſort, with bow profound, 


c 


* 


I viſited, and kept my ground; 


c 


* 


Talk'd of (with looks moſt wond'rous grave) 
e Van Switen, Mead, and Boerhaave ; 

4 felt their pulſes, took their caſh, 

* Then phyſic'd them with harmleſs traſh : 

* All praisd me for my quick diſcerning, 
Thought me a prodigy of learning. 


* By this, and other ways more funny, 


I ſoon amaſs'd a ſum of money; 
** Came up to town, there bought a hack, 
Three Ducks my arms, my motto—Quack ! 
| C6 J 


1 
I] now cach 1deot's life inſur'd, 


« 'Tho' thouſands kill'd for one I cur'd; 


c 
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On youth and age alike I prey d, 


* 
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And glory 'd in the fools I made: 


c 


* 


But this no longer now would do, 


c 


** 


The town all wanted ſomething new ; 


At laſt I hit upon a ſcheme, 


c 
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Took a large houſe, and chang'd the ſcene, 


I now the bug-bear Death defy, 
« Without aſſiſtance from on high: 
« Diſtempers now have loſt their ſway, 
IJ make the fierceſt to obey ; 
Whether the gout, rheumatic pains, 
The leproſy, obſtructed veins, 
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Mad Fever, with her meagre train, 
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Conſumption, belly-ache, or ſprain ; 
Whether the foul diſeaſe from France, 
Old fiflures, or the *Swediſh dance, 


c 


* 
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The flying cramp, corroding ſpleen, 


0 


* 


The painful tooth- ache, ſickneſs green; 


0 


* 


I cure them all, but ſtrange to tell, 


* 


Entirely by magnetic ſpell!!! 
Magnetic ſpell! my deareſt life 


c 


* 


What's that?“ exclaims the Cit's fat wife: 


O ſpouſee let us go!” ſhe cries, 


This man muſt be moſt monſtrous wile.” 


6c 


They come,—they cut a city daſh, — 


e 


* 


And to my magnet flies their caſh ; 


I | They 


* Or St. Vitus's dance, fo called becauſe it often ſeized on thoſe that uſed to viſit 


the chapel of St. Vitus, of Ulm, in Sweden. 
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They ſee my treatment then depart. 


c 


Lay 


And praiſe me for a man of—art. 


** 
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"Tis ignorance that makes fools happy, | 


c 


Lay 


Like drunkards overpower'd with nappy. 
By this (but deareſt. friend, you ſmile!) 


c 


** 


« I ev'ry day ſome fools beguile; 


Thanks to * St. Magnus, and to you, 


c 
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For giving me this: golden clue * 
Now magnetiſm s all the cry, 

And fills the minds of low and high : 

The aſs that's willingly deceiv'd, 

Who for that aſs ſhould e'er be griev'd? 


c 
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„ The 


The magnet takes its name from Magnus, a ſhepherd, to whoſe ſandals it 
ſtuck as he was walking along the ſea-ſhore. 
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« Tas other day, when at my door, 
Came up an Æſculapian boor, 
And ſaid, © How does it come to paſs 
That you, who know yourſelf an aſs, 
Can keep your town and country-houſe, 
While I'm as poor as a church-mouſe ; 
Altho' you know (without ſelf-praiſe) 
For knowledge I deſerve the bays?“ — 
I 3 him then this ſhort reply, 255 
Tell me, how many have paſs d by 
Since we've been here? —< Perhaps a ſcore— 
Perhaps an hundred—perhaps more.” 
How many do you then ſuppoſe, 


Have common-ſenſe amongſt all thoſe ?” 


Why one perhaps.“ That one is Thine— 


I DocTOR ALL. THE NINETY-NINE !” 


He 


( 32 ) 
He ſaid—loud peals of praiſe reſound, 


Join'd to the trumpet's clanging ſound. 


As when on change the fleecing Jews 
Crowd, ſome for buſineſs, ſome for news, 
Their noiſy jargon far and near, 
Diſturbs the nice ſuſceptive ear; 

So now in court a rumour ran 
Throughout the diabolic clan; | 
Stung freſh with envy, malice, ſpite, 
Each cavill'd next:to-plead their zight : 
The roguiſh tradeſman, inſincere, 

The miſer, and corrupted peer, 

The miniſter, ambition's ſlave, 


The highwayman, the drunken knave, 


1 


The gameſter, of deteſted fame, 

The dark aſſaſſin, luſtful dame, 

The trading juſtice, pious bawd, 

The uſurer, vile ſon of fraud, 

The Atheiſt, who defies his Maker, 

The gorge-cramm'd glutton, and houſe-breaker, 
The hypocrite, with oily tongue, 

And more the muſe mult leave unſung ; 

All eagerly now try'd to gain 

The bar, and to aſſert their claim; 


When Vice roſe ſlowly from her ſeat, 


With ev'ry mark of ſelf-conceit; 
She caſt her livid eyes around, 
'Then bade the brazen trumpet ſound; 
Now filence reign'd throughout the crowd, 
When thus the goddeſs ſpoke aloud : 
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Sons of my heart,” ſhe eager cry'd, 
My better ſelf, my joy, and pride, 
Supporters of my Glonous Cauſe, 


In ſpite of Heaven's, and earthly laws, 


«© O'er whom dame Conſcience tries in vain 


cc 


To diſpoſſeſs me of my reign, 

Tries all my projects to o'erthrow, 
And on this throne to place my foe; 
[lluſtrious mortals! full I view 

The image of myſelf in you; 

No bounds ſhall ever curb my reign, 
Whilſt thus my rights you all ſuſtain, 


No fear or danger e er affright; 


Keep but dame Conſcience out of ſight, 
Attend not to her dictates keen, 


So ſhall you flouriſh, and your queen. 


% This 
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This day your conſtancy I've try'd, 
And am moſt highly gratify'd; 
Enough already has been ſpoke : 


To prove my ſubjects not in joke; 


© No more addreſſes now I'll hear, 
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Convinc'd that you are all ſincere, 


$ 
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But ſtraightway ſhall adjudge each prize, 


c 
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To thoſe moſt worthy in my eyes: 
Many there are around I ee, 
Who have not ſpoke, yet honour me; 


«* Who practice ev'ry day thoſe arts, 
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Lay 


Beyond the reach of honeſt hearts, 
vet tis but juſtice, tis but right, 
My firmeſt vot'ries to requite: 

« 'The penſion without more ado, 


Fanatic, I adjudge to you: 


% Preach 
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Preach on, my ſon, nor heed the rules, 
Laid down by orthodox old fools ; 

But rant, and roar, and deal damnation, 
Nor mention once the word ſalvation ; 


So {hall I ſee my darling glad, 


For ſome will hang, but more run mad. 


“% To you, my pettyfogging ſon, 
By whom ten thouſand are undone, 

O great ſupporter of my ſtate ! 

To you I muſt preſent the plate: 
Purſue, ſly rogue, each ſpecial plan, 
Nor care how much you 1njure man ; 
So ſhall the ruin'd ſpread your fame, 
And infamy ſhall brand your name; 
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So ſhall with each revolving year 


''< 


«A 


The cries of anguiſh charm my ear. 


« And you, O GALEN]! for your tricks, 


« Accept from me the Coach and Six; 


* 
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With Magnetiſm fool the town, 


* 


Nor heed the diſapproving frown; 


K 


4 Pay but the patients which you treat, 
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The world can never know the cheat; 


6 


* 


A thouſand ſimpletons you'll find, 


* 


« For one inform'd, diſcerning mind. 


* 
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But liſten to this ſhort advice, 
* Be careful not to drop your price ; 


Let well-lin'd pockets be your aim, 


C 


C 
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And ſcorn the more 1gnoble game ; 


1 


* 
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Try not to gull the lower claſs, 


* 


\ 


c 
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They ll prove you certainly—an aſs, 


c 


* 


Where caſh is ſhort, invention's ſtrong, 


And nature never can be wrong, 


c 


She ſees with an unjaundic'd eye ; 
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«© Beware of ſenſe and poverty | 
She ſaid—when thro' the crowd was ſeen 
A form advance, of portly mien ; 

Tho' cloth'd in garments rent and tore, 
The marks of majeſty ſhe bore : 

Th' aſſembly long'd to know her name, 
Her buſineſs, and from whence ſhe came; 
She onward preſs'd to reach the throne, 
Regardleſs of the rudeneſs ſhown. 

Now near to Vice at length ſhe drew, 
Who trembled when ſhe caught her view ; 


«© Tis 
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« *Tis VIRTUE ! VIRTUE!” loud ſhe cry'd, 
„„ *Tis VIRTUE!'' all the throng reply d: 


Loud claps of thunder ſhook the place, 
VIck vaniſh'd and forſook her race. 
A ſhort time do the wicked reign, 


And all their plans are laid in vain. 


Abaſh'd the culprits ſtood around, 


Wrapt up in ſilence moſt profound; 
When V1RrTve, with majeſtic air 
And dignity, aſſum d the chair: 
Entirely chang'd was her attire, 
Her eye- balls beam'd celeſtial fire, 
With charms immortal bright ſhe ſhone, 
And rays of glory grac'd the throne. 
So when the ſun his beauty ſhrouds, 


And labours thro' the ragged clouds, 
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We ſtill his genuine worth admire, 


Tho for a time he ſereens his fire; 


But ſoon the god collects his rays, 


Then burſts into a GOLDEN BLAZE. 


Now VikrTvUe roſe and thus aloud, 


Addreſs d th' attentive, wond'ring crowd: 
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O Ancient Britons ! favour'd'race of Heav'n, 

To whom, with liberal hand, are bleſſings given; 
O'er whoſe bleſt climate health and peace preſide, 
Where plenty ſmiles, and lib'ral arts reſide; 
Where temp'rate ſuns diffuſe their rip ning beams, 
Revive the glebe, and gild the ſilver ſtreams ; 
Where lurk no monſters horrible and fell, 

Nor o er the mangled carcaſe Mdecüs yell, 

But ſafely thro' your bleſt domains you ſtray, 
While thouſand flow'rets variegate the way : 

: O happy 


5 
O happy mortals! happieſt of your kind, 
To whom kind Heav'n has this bleſt iſle aſſign'd; 


* 
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© Whoſe dreaded navies ſtem the roaring main, 


c 


a 


And o'er old Ocean unmoleſted reign ; 


c 


* 


O ne er forget theſe heav'nly favours ſhown, 


c 


* 
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By ſuff ring Vice “to mark you for her own 
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Of her deſtructive principles beware, 


c 


5 


And ſhun her converſe with aſſiduous care; 


c 


* 


She taints the ſoul, ſubverts the moral plan, 


c 
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Beguiles the ſenſes, and deſtroys the man; 


c 
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Hardens the feelings of the tender mind, 


c 
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Makes Judgment impotent, and Reaſon blind, 


* 
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Makes life a burthen, interrupts its joys, 
« Makes Death * and the Peace deſtroys. 
. “ Her ſmiles are ruin, her allurements kill, 
„And all her pleaſures teem with evry ill; 
: M „Light 
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I'll lend auſpicious gales, and banith fear; 
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Light as a bubble is her tranſient reign, 

And fell Deſtruction follows cloſe her train. 
Then, Britons ! rouſe, nor e' er be led aſtray 

By her temptations, but confeſs my ſway. 

Life's idle pageantry, tumultous noiſe, 

Its unſubſtantial, tranſitory joys, 

By which the weak, but not the wiſe are caught, 
Are uſeleſs all, nor worth a moment's thought ! 
If Happineſs and Peace you wiſ to find, 

Go ſeek them only in the virtuous mind; 

'Tis there they dwell, approv'd by Heav'n above, 
And wide diffuſe their univerſal love. 

Let me your actions and your paſſions guide, 
Employ your thoughts, and all your plans decide; 


From me, through life's rough voyage learn to ſteer, 
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I'll quick diſpel the low ring clouds on high, 
And add freſh luſtre to the azure ſky ; 
In ſafety land you on that bliſsful ſhore, 


c 
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Where ſtorms and tempeſts never threaten more!” 


She ceasd—then vaniſh'd inſtantly the fane, 


SHE WING'D HER WAY TO HEAV N, AND EY D THE 


ADMIRING TRAIN, 
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